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Shubrick was delighted with her readiness to go with him,
and frequently alluded to it in later years.
With the spring came another movement to the coun-
try. This time to Hallett's Cove, to a farm-house belong-
ing to Colonel Gibbs, a friend of my Father, whose fine
house and 'grounds were close at hand. The place was
called Sunswick and was opposite Blackwell's Island.
It was thoroughly country then, with only an occasional
farm-house in the neighborhood. We had a beautiful
little cow, "Betty," and a farm waggon, with black
horses, in which my Father drove us about. He frequently
took us to a pleasant shady beach, where we children
picked up many pretty shells, and where we all bathed.
There was a wooded point at one end of the beach where
we loitered in shade, enjoying the breeze. A few years
later Dr. Muhlenberg built his College on that point.
Sunswick is now the city of Astoria!
Our Father had a little sloop of his own, anchored at
the wharf near the house; he called it the Van Tromp^
and went to New York in it almost daily. Frequently I
went with him, resting until the turn of the tide at Mr.
Wiley's bookstore. Was this in Wall Street*? I remem-
ber distinctly the abominable taste of the water, brought
to me when I was thirsty, from a pump in the streets. For
many years longer New Yorkers drank only very un-
pleasant water from the street pumps.
General Lafayette was in America on his triumphal
journey that year. On one occasion there was some naval
performance in the Bay of New York in his honor, and
the Van Tromp, with the family as passengers, went to
see the show. I remember straining my eyes to see the
General. I rather think there was a race between the
crew of an English man-of-war's boat and a Yankee boat

